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Author's Notes: 

This isn't edited the same way | usually do it, for a number of reasons. I've just realized that I'm about to lose 
someone | care about a lot, because basically she doesn't need me anymore and if she keeps hanging out with 
me it will just remind her of things she wants to forget. 


So, this is for you, Hanna. I'm really gonna miss you, you know. | know we've had our ups and downs, not to 
mention last year, but | still love you. Just don't forget. 


Enjoy. 


Take Another Little Piece of My Heart by Felicia 


Von 


"Im sorry, Quirk, | just can't do this anymore." 


| can't believe this. He.surely he doesn't mean it? Any second now, and Lars and James will jump out from 


behind some door and scream "Surprise!" and save my world. Right? 
| stare at his big blue eyes, so sad and broken, and | know that there's nothing | can do. 
"| don't want to go, but | can't keep this up anymore. Its tearing me apart." 


His voice is low and even, and there's no sign of the despair | see in his eyes in it. Without as much as one 


stutter or pause he seals my destiny. Everything, fifteen years of laughing and crying, is ended in a second. 
"l'm leaving." 
| can feel it all shattering around me. Everything we've worked so hard for comes crashing down. 


He's always been there for me. Those times when | couldn't even face myself, much less anyone else, he held 
me together in one piece, and he gave me the strength to go on. But he did so much more than that. He 
showed me what trust really was by letting me into his world, into his own demons. He let me be strong for 


once and that, more than anything, saved my life. 


And now he's leaving. Me, us, the band. In a breath it's torn from us. It's so unfair. Everything was finally 
coming around. We were finally growing up, and we were on the edge of becoming something even more 


powerful. 


Maybe that's why he's leaving. He realized that he could. We are all on our way to becoming real adults, and 
he has found himself and his own strength for real. It is all he needs to leave something that almost destroyed 
him. And | can't help but wishing that he hadn't found that strength, so that | could keep him. | don't want to 
think of a Metallica without him. 


"B-but.. you can't leave. Not now, Jase, please.. | can't do this if you're not here." 


He smiles; a sorrow-filled and yet so loving smile. It makes my stomach twist painfully. How can he look at me 
like that and still say what he's saying? How can he overlook that whisper in the dark all those years ago? 
Does he not think | know? Does he not think | heard his silent vow of loyalty, of love, spoken with the voice of 


a saving angel, when everything seemed so lost and hopeless? 


"Hamlet, you're so much stronger than you think. You'll make it" 

Damn you, how can you leave me like this? Did nothing of it matter? 

"And | have to do this. | can't stay, not even for you. If | do, I'll lose myself. And me is all I've got" 

Well, what about me? You have me. And | can't make it; Im not there yet. You promised to get me all the way, 
you promised that you would make sure that | was okay, you said that nothing was going to get in your way. 
Was all that just lies? 

| don't say a thing. | just look at him, and it sinks in | didn't mean more to him than anything or anyone else. 
That whisper was not the one of a lover; it was only a too hasty impulse in the midst of turmoil and pain, 
nothing more and nothing less. And it seems like | swallowed the bait greedily. 

But.. does it really matter? It was the truth to him at that point in time. And this will make him happy. He was 
only meant to stay around as long as he needed to show someone the value of trust, friendship and love. And 
now that he has done that, and he has got his own self together, it's time for him to move on. | should just 
be happy that | got to give him that. All | can do now is take all those memories of our teary nights and lock 
them up inside of me to take out and admire when the screams of the wind gets too loud to bear. 

| force a small smile onto my lips, still sighing deeply. 

"| guess | can't stop you, and if you really need to | won't" 

He smiles again, this time a happier smile, and | know that | couldn't have done it any other way. 


"Thank you. 


We talk for a few more minutes before he has to leave. As | watch him retreat through the door | just can't 
help wondering why I'm always the one who's left behind. 


The End 


